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villa, like an eagle in a cage at the Zoo. The soul of all
his ancestors rose within him. Never should it happen
while he had a sword to draw. At least he could dis-
play the courage of the fine old stock. If he submitted
to the degradation, he would feel himself a coward,
unfit for the position he and his fathers had occupied.
Let the enemy do their worst; they should find him
steady at his post. Before him lay one solemn duty
still to be performed for God and country. The spirit
of noble sacrifice was not dead. The populace should
see how an aristocrat still could die. Come what might,
he would vote against the third reading of the Bill!

Dismounting from his carriage, he approached the
entrance-porch of his house with so proud and resolute
a bearing that three hatless working-girls passing by,
in white frocks, with arms interlaced, all cried out
" Percy! " as their ironic manner is.